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FAUST, a learned Doctor. 

MEPHISTOPHELES, Satan. 
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VALENTINE, a Soldier, brother to Marguerite. 
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WAGNER, a Soldier. 

MARTHA SCHWERLEIN, Neighbor to Marguerite. 
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ARGUMENT. 



Trs plot iiiclud«6 those portions of Goethe's gre&t poem which have partienlar refersBce to the 
fortunes of Marguerite of Bouet. In them the author exhibits, with German (htnliness, the allure- 
ments of unlawful pleasure, with the evil, satanic influence attending indulgence therein. Also the 
bitter punishment of sin, even under the greatest temptation. Also, the saving power of a gentle, 
pure, loving, and prayerftil soul, obtaining deliverance through trust in God. 

Satan had obtained leave of the Deity to tempt and try the learned alchemist, I>octor Vaust, who 
had attained nearly the summit of human wisdom. Accordingly, that wise man, one day, while 
reflecting on the vanity of earthly knowledge, and somewhat ennuye^ of life, is led on from weari- 
ness to bitter complaining, and concludes to put an end to so useless an existence. While on the 
point of taking poison, he is deterred, first by a lively morning chorus of girls without, and. 
afterward, by a cheerful hymn of laborers on their way to the field. At the terminal ascription of 
praise to God, he is startled; but, rel^wing into despair, questions what God can do tor him. 
Finally, evidently excited to frenzy by some evil spirit near, he curses life, Joy, hope, patience, faith : 
abandons his trust in heaven, and calls on Satan, who, to his dismay, instantly appears, in the shape 
of Mephistopheles, a courtly, genteel, mocking devil. Fftust, quickly regaining his composure, after 
some demurring, enters into an agreement with the fiend, by which M. restores to him, for a season, 
the vigor and pleasures of youth, and becomes, for the time, his servant, on condition that, after 
death, F. shall be in a similar relation to him. As F. delays to sign, the demon raises an apparition 
of the beautiful M argtierite of Bouet, which at once brings his pen to the parchment 

In the next scene we are introduced to a convivial company at a fair, where soldiers, studentc 
and citizens are drinking, and enjoying the view of the river and of the passing crowd. Valentino, 
the brother of Marguerite, enters to take a parting cup, as he is off for the wars. He commends 
the care of Marguerite to bis young friend Siebel, who is timidly in love with her. Just then 
Mephistopheles enters, coolly takes his place among them, and offers to sing a song. He sing^i tiie 
sarcastic **CSalf of €k)Id," and proceeds in such an outrageous manner ss to cause the students 
speedily to draw swords upon him. Valentine strikes, but his sword breaks in the air: seeing 
which, the students reverse their swords, and at sight of the cross^haped hilts the Devil is fain 
te retire. 

In the next scene we pass a short time at a village dance, where Marguerite appears. Next, we 
are carried to the garden of the innocent victim, Marguerite, where Siebel is seen preparing a 
bouquet for her. By Influence of the demon, each flower he touches withers; but, thinking to dip 
his fingers in holy water, the spell is dissolved, and the floral gift perfected. Mephistopheles per- 
ceiving this, flies off to obtain a splendid present for the Doctor to lay by its side at the maiden's 
door. During his absence, Faust half resolves not to trouble the peace of the gentle and pure girl, 
whose acquaintance he had vainly endeavored to make at the dance. Mephistopheles retnm«, 
bringing a casket of splendid Jewelry, which he places in the doorway, and they retire. Mai^erite, 
meanwhile, at her spinning wheel, is thinking of the flue gentleman who accosted her. Perceiving; 
the casket, she opens it, and is delighted with the glittering gems, with which she arrays herself, 
and is admired, in turn, by Martha, her gossiping neighbor, whose acquaintance and favor the 
demon easily gains, and thus opens the way to the acquaintance of Faust and Marguerite. Friend- 
ship ripens to love, the tender avowal of which is the end of the garden scene. 

Here a considerable interval of time occurs. Then Mai^erite is again seen, having been loved, 
cherished, and deserted. Her little child is her only companion. Her brother returns from the. 
war, and the same evening Fuust and the fiend also return, the latter, with devUish intent, singing 
an Insulting serenade. Valentine rushes out, fights with Faust, falls, and dies, cursing his sister. 

Next comes the church scene, where the poor girl, trying to pray, is confused, bewildered, and 
finally frightened into insanity by the mocking voices of demons near her, who remind her that she 
is lost and cannot pray ; that there is no mercy left for her. In this state she kills her child. 

Faust flics to the prison and seeks to induce Marguerite to escape. At the sight of the attending 
demon, she betakes herself to prayer, and will not go. During the continuance of this earnest 
prayer, the light of the succeeding holy day appears. The demon disappears, dragging Faust, it ift 
supposed, into the infernal regions. An angel chorus sings, " Saved ! saved ! Christ has arisen !^ 
and Marguerite departs with them to realms of bliss. 

The action takes place in the Middle Age, in places nearlhe Bhine. 
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THE PROLOGUE. 

[The Study of FAJSarc — ^Favst dUcovered.'i 

Faust. Vain I In vain do I call, 
Through my vigil weary, 
On creation and its Lord. 
Never a reply will break the silence dreary — 
No sign. No single word. 
Years — how many? — are now behind me; 
Yet I cannot break the dreary chain 
That to mournful life doth bind me. 
I look in vain 1 I learn in vain ! vain ! vaiul 
The stars grow pale ; the dawn doth heaven cover, 
Mysterious night passes away, (despairingfy,) 
Another day, and yet another day. 
death ! come in thy pity, and bid the strife be over. 
What then? If thus Bvath will avoid me. 
Why should I not go forth and seek him ? 
All hail to my last dreary day 1 
Awaiting, without pain. 
That death for which I'm longing ; 
And I know, while this cup holding, 
Of my destiny I'm lord ! 

[Chorus of Girls passijig without the windowJ] 

Ah 1 careless, idle maiden. 

Wherefore dreaming still? 
Day with roses laden 

Cometh o'er the hill. 
The blithe birds are singing, 

And hear what they do say : 
''Through the meadows ringing 

The harvest is so gay." 
Brooks and bees and flowers 

Warble to the grove. 
Who has time for sadness? 

Awake to love. 
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Faust Foolish echoes of human gladness, 
Go by, passing on jour way I 

Goblet, so often drained by my father's hand so steady, 
Why now dost thou tremble in mine? 

[Chorus behind the Scenes,] 

Come forth, ye reapers, young and hoary I 
Twas long ago the early swallow 
Went up where eye can n^ver fbllow — 
Yonder in the blue, far away. 
The earth is proud with harvest glory ! 
Bejoice and pray. 

Ihust If I pray there is none to hear- 
To give me back my loTe, 
Its believing and its glow. 
Accurst be all ye thoughts of pleasure, 
And every by-past treasure 
Which by faiemory bind me below ! 
Accurst, ye toys, which did allure me. 
Yet, when possessed, no rapture could secure me I 
Fond dreams of hope ! ambitions high. 
And their happiness so rare I 
Accurst, my vaunted learning. 
And forgiveness and prayer I 
Accurst the patience that calms the yearning ! 
Infernal king, appear 1 

[Mephistopheles appears suddeTUy,} 

Meph, Here am I ! 

You stare as you greet me. 

Does it fright you to meet me ? 

With sword at my side. 

And a cap on my head. 

And a purse rather heavy. 

And a gay velvet cloak on my shoulder, 

I travel as noblemen travel. 

Speak out, wise man, what is your will ? 

At once tell me. Are you afraid? 
Faust. No, 

Meph. Do you doubt my might to aid you ? 
Fattst. It may be. 
Meph. It were easy to prove me. 
Fattst Begone ! 
Meph. Begone 1 Is this the way you cheat me? 

Now learn, old man with all your skill, 
. Well-bom hosts politely treat me j 

Nor, as you have done to-day, 

Call for aid from far away I 

Then to say "begone!" as if to beat me I 
Fatist Canst thou do aught for me? 
Meph. Aught? All ! But first let me hear 

What I must do. Is it gold? 



FAUST. 



JFhust What is gold to me who hath learning? 
Meph, Good! Methinks lean fancy your yearning* 
Fallot. *TiB then for glory ? Ko, for more 1 
Meph, For a kingdom ? 
JF'aust. No. I would have thee restore 

What outbuys them all. 

My youth, my youth restore me I 

The pleasures of youth I 

Its life and its pleasure ! 

No dark thought shall sully 

Its joy — and, forsooth, 

Why manhood is wasted, 

While searching day and night. 

For that mist clilled Wisdom, 

Which flees from the sight — 

Eludes us for ever ; 

And little we know. 

Which crowns the hard labor 

One has to bestow I 

Why time is thus wasted, 

I fain there would know. 
Meph. 'Tis well— 'tis well I 

Be young and enjoy without measnra. 

I will content your wildest erasing. 
Faust And what shall thy guidon be? 
Meph. What my fee? 

Hardly worth having. 

Vp here, I will wait on your pleasure ; 

But downrthdre, you must wait oa me. 
FauaU Below I 
Meph. Below ! Come on, sign it ! 

What now ! What appalls you ? 

Needs there more to chase the cold? 

Is it woman, that calls you ? 

Doubt not, but turn you and behold I 

[2%e vision — Maboxjebite is seen sitting cU her whed."] 

Fatist Heavenly vision I 

Meph, Shall she belove thee? 

Fatist. Give me her. 

Meph. It is done I 

[FAUfitT signs the parchment.'} -^ 

For the rest of the chapter {taking tip the goblet)f 
*Tis I, who wait upon you. 
To drain from your goblet 
The nectar of the sun. 
No more of death — poison no more. 
But life and rapture. 
Faicst. I am thine ! 

Angel from heaven, come down ! 

[He empties the goblet and is transformed into a yoitng man. The viMon disappearsJ] 
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Meph. Come 1 

Faitst. Shall I see her again 7 

Jfeph. .It Boems so. 

Faust. When ? 

Meph. Why, to-day. 

Fauftt Away ! 

Meph . Away then — ^away ! 

Faust. Be mine the delight 

Of beauty's caresses, 
Her soft wavy tresses, 
Her eyes beaming bright. 
Be mine the warm current 

Filling every vein — 
Passion in torrent, 

Which nothing can rein ! 
The rapture whose pleasure 

To time giveth flight ! 
youth ! without measure 
Be mine thy delight I 
Meph. Be thine the delight 
Of beauty's caresses, 
Her soft, wavy tresses, 
Her eyes beaming bright. 
Be thine the warm current 
• Filling every vein. 
Share passion in torrent 

Which nothing can rein, 
And the rapture whose pleasure 

To time giveth flight. 
youth ! without measure 
Be thine the delight 



Tableau and Cubtaik. 
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Act the Fibst. 
SCENE THE FIRST. 

The fair, Wagnki, Stvde^^ Soldiers and OUizens discovered at a 

and singing. 

Grand Chobus, 
Red or white liquor, 

Coarse or fine, 
What can it matter. 
So we have wine ? 
What if the vintage 
Great be, or small. 
Your J0II7 toper 
Drinketh of all, 
Student, versed in every barrel. 
Save the one of water white, 
To thy glory, to thy love 
Brink away to-night. 

Yourig girls, ancient caetles, 

They are all the same; 
Old towns, dainty maidens, 

Are alike our game ! 
For the hero brave and tender 

Makes of both his prey; 
Both to valor must surrender 
And a ransom pay. 
Each new feast-day brings the old story, 
Danger gone by, how we enjoy! 
While tp day each hot-headed boy 
Fights for to day's little glory! 
Let me but sit cosy and dry 

Under the trees with my daughter. 
And while raft and boat travel by 
Drink to the folk on the water. 
Only look how they do eye us. 

Yonder fellows gay ! 
Howsoever they defy us, 
Kever run away. 



tavern, drinking 



Wagner. 



Chorus. 



Old Men, 



Oirls. 
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[Act I. 



Married Woman. 



Chorus, 



Young Student. How those merry girls do eye us ! 

We know what it .means— 
To despise us, to decoy us, 

Like so many queans. 
Only see the brazen creatures 

With the men at play ; 
9ad the latter thoic^ in features, 
, They would turn this way. 

One would allure them, 

They look so gay. 
Only see, they look so gay. 

If it give you pleasure 
You may rail aWAy. 

To a gentle lover. 
We know what tosaj. 

Tenderly moreover. 
Take it as ye may. 

If you secure them 
What worth are they ? 

What a display 1 
Boldness without measure 

Is the mode to-day, 
All of us disgracing 

By your vain display, 
At a word embracing 

People such as they. 

Old Mm. Come here ! come here ! 

Set down and drink a drop, 'I say, 
And drink a drop by the way ; 
My wife is scolding away. 
It is her daily labor. 

Young Stud, No jolly .rover need fear a "nay," 

Never jolly rover need fear a ''nay." 
Take me for thy lover. 

Pretty one, I pray ; 
Never jolly rover 

Need fear a nay. 

Drinkers. Long live the winel 

Red or white liquor. 
Coarse or fine, 

What can it matter, 
»So we have wine ? 

What if the vintage 
Great be or small, 

Your jolly toper 
Drinketh of all. 

Student versed in every barrel^ 
Save the one of water white, 

To thy glory, to thy love. 
Drink away to-night I 

Long live the soldier. 
The soldier gayj 
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XI 



Be it ancient eity, 
Be it maiden pretty. 

Both must fall oar prey. 
Comrades, to your armors ! 
If the silly charQuers 
Will provoke a fray, 
. If they meet disaaters 

Ere they ovrn their masters, 
Who's to blame but they? 

[Enter Valentike, carranging a medal round his neck^ followed hy Siebel.] 

Valentine, Dear gift of my sister, 

Made more holy by her prayer. 

However great the danger, 
There's naught shall do me harm. 

Thus protected by charm. 
Wagner, Ah ! Valentine, here! it » time to be marching. 
Valentine, A parting cup, my friend. 

If we ne'er drink another ! 
Wagner, Why so dull ? Thus a soldier and half afraid to go? 
Valentine, I am grave; for behind me 

I leave, alone and young, 

My sister Marguerita. 

She has but me to look to, - 

Our mother bein^ gone ! 
SiebeL I shall be always near her, 

To guard her like a brother in thy stead ! 
Vol, Thine hand I 

SiebeL Be sure I i^rill not failf 

Chorti3, We will watch o'er too ! 

Wagner, Have done, my hearts I 

Enough of melancholy. 

Come what, come may, 

Let the soldier be jolly; 

Some wine, and let some hero brave 

Tune up forthwith a merry stave! 
Chorus, Some wine ! and let some hero brave 

Tune up forthwith some merry stave. 
Wagner, A rat, who was born a cow4trd, 

And was ugly too, 

Once sat in tiie abbot's cellar, 

'Neath a barrel new. 

A cat~ {Mefhiatopheles enters,) 

Meph, Excuse me. 

Wagner, Eh ? 

Meph. 'M.Sbj not I, though a stranger, • 

Make one of such a jovial party? 
( To Wagner,) Pray, sir, conclude the canticle, so well begun. 

And I will sing, when you have ended, a better one. 
Wagner, Let us have it at once, 

Or we shall call you boaster. 
Meph, If you must, sir, you shall ; 

I look to you for chorus. 
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aoHO OP ram ooum caul 

C^ of Gold! aje, in all the vorid 

To jomr mi^tineM thej p fofl h r 
fpfwiw ; at jovr fiuie thej oAr 

From end to end of all the world. 
And in honor of the id<d 

Kings and people ererywhera^ 
To the aoond of jingling eoina, 

Danee with «al in festire ciiel^ 
Bound about the pedestal! 
Satan, he cdbdoeto the balL 

Sncon Ybbsk. 

Calf of Gold! stnmgest god below! 

To his temple orwAowinf^ 
Gnywds before his Tile shape bowing. 

The monster dares inaolt the skies^ 
With contempt he Tiews around him 
All the Taunted human race. 
As thejr striTO in ab|eet toil. 

As with souls debased they eiiele 
Bound about the pedestal ; 
Satan he eondnets the ball ! 

Chants. An odd song, on my life I 
ValeiUine, What a strange, mocking comrade I 
Wagner. Tour throat must now be dry ; 

Will you not drink a glaasT 
Jfqfk. With all my heart ! 

( To Wagner.) Ah ! here's something it grieres me to tee; 

Here's a line of ill fortune ! 
Wagner. Who cares? 
Meph. Kot you for dying. 

Say your prayers at the siege^ 

£re you mount on the wall? 
Siebel. Tou pretend to tell fortunes? 

Jiepk. (taking SiebeTs hand.) Enough to tell you yourt^ 

And remember it^s this : 

Every flow'r that you touch, 

ETcry beauty you dote on. 

Shall rot and shall wither. 
Siebel. Ah! 

Meph. Look to your nosegays for Marguerite. 

Val. My sister ! How dare you speak her name ? 

Meph. Take yon care, my captain ; 

A sword that I know of is waiting for yoa. 

{Snatching Ihe glasa front Wagner.) 

I drink to you all — Pah ! what rubbishy wine. 
Let me see if I cannot find you better 1 

{Striking the head of Bacchus at the side of the inn.) 

What ho, Bacchus ! up there ! Some liquors ! 

Come while you can, 

And each one drink the wine he likes bes^ 
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While I propose the health of the dearest of all dears, 

Our Marguerite. 
VaJ, Enough t 

Bridle thy tongue, or thou diest by my hand ! 
Wagner. Come on ! {Both draw.) 
Chorua. Ck>me on I 
Mepk. {mocking.) So soon afraid, who so lately defied me? 

To my sword's disgrace t In my hand is powerless Valentine. 

[Chobale, Siebel, VALENTiins, Waoneb wnd Chorus.] 

'Gainst the pow'rs of eyil our arms assailing 

Strongest earthly might must be unayailing. 
Vol. But know thou art powerless to charm us. 

Look hither ! Look hither 1. 

Whilst this blest sign we wear 

Thou canst not harm us. 
2i£eph. We may meet again, my fine friends ; 

But now, good bye. {Enter Fawt.) 
Faust. Is aught amiss? 

Mepk. Naught I 

I am here <it your thought.- 

What is your will with me? 

How first shall I please you ? 
Fav>8t. Let me see her, that darling child^ 

Whom I saw in a dream ; 

Or was she only a vision ? 
Mepk. No sol But you may find it 

Not easy to win her, 

Task for no pious beginner I 
FatLiU What matter, so I win? 

Gome, let me only see her. 

Or I shall deem thy promise but a tale t 
Meph. As you will I I'm your slaye on earth, 

Ordained to do your pleasure I 

Ere long this dainiy treasure, 

Too pure for such a sinner, 

Shall be here. 

While the dancers go so gaily by 

You may your fortune try, 

And, methinks, prevail I 
Chorus. Light as air at early morning- 

Our feet they fly over the ground 

To the music's iserry. sound ; 

For the flute and gayer viol 

Are to-day in cheerful trial 

To make the dance go round. 
Meph. {to Fatmt.) How their dear eyes are beaming! 

Go near and choose. 

Every flow'er only waits on thee to smile. 
Faust. Cease to speak for a little while. 

And leave me alone with my dreaming. 
Sichel. WeskTj I wait till she goes by 

Whom I love so vainly. 



U FAUST. [Act I. 

OiarMS, (to SiebeL) Why wiU yo« thj? 

Must we ask yoo plainlj? 
SuieL "So, no. Some one mote luuidaoiBe try. 

FknuL TisBhe! my ovmonel 

MtpIL Thine own one! Hast thou toni^? 

SiebeL Mai^erite? 

lOj^ Yovnrfnil 

SiebeL WiekieilmanI Hot yet gone? 

MgfIL It seems not, yon see, 

Sinee again we haTe meL 

Hot gone yet! not gone yet! 

( Jlcryamfe epwsKt Oc stefc) 
JFigugL High-bom and kyreiy maid, 

ForgiYe my humble doty. 

Let me be your willing aianra^ 

Attend yon home to-day. 
Marguerite- 'So, my lord, not s lady am 1, 

Hot yet a beanty ; 

And do not need an aim 

To help me on my way I 
Faust, {gazing trfter her.) By my yonth ! w^at s ehannt 

She knows not of her beauty. 

Oh! darling child, I love thee. 
SiebeL She has gone homewaid. 

Mepk, {to FausL) How &re yon? 
Fmut. Bat iU. 

She wonld not hear me. 
Meph, {laughing.) Hot hear? What will yon do? 

It woold seem, master min^ 

I mnst teach yon to woo. 
Chorus, (young girls.) What is this? Maxgverite^ who woold not let a young 

And handsome hud eaqoire her t 

Again! again! go on again! 

Light as air, at early morning 

Oiv feet fly over the ground 

To the music's merry sound. 
Chorus. Oh I pleasure enchanting ! 

Till breath be gone ! 
All glowing and pamting 

Let ns dance on ! 
The earth it is reeling. 
The bliss of a trance 
Wildly are we feeling. • 
Long lire the dai%ee! 
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Act the Second. 
SCENE THE FIRST. 



Siebel. 



FauMt 

MepK 

Fau8L 

Meph, 

Faust 

Meph, 



Chrden of MABQUEBiTEfs hotue, — Enter Siebel. 

In the language of lore, 

gentle flowers, 

Say to her I adore her, 

Say she's my lore and -treasiire. 

Say that she of my heart, of my love, is the joy. 

And assure her my love is strong and pure. 

Tell my hopes and fears — 

That her presence endears 

Eadi bright hour for me. 

So plead, sweet flowers. {Sfiebel gatMen af4rweT.) 

What, faded? Ah! me! 

Thus the bold, evil sorcerer. foretold at the fair: 

1 may not touch a blooming flower 
But it shall wither. 

But my hand in holy water I'll bath»— 

See now will they wither. 

Here to pray eomes daily 

The sweet, gentle maid. Now venture. 

Hbw> are they faded ? No 1 

Satan, thy spell hath faded. 

Thus every fraud must fail ; speak then for me. 

Tell her, sweet flowers, I love her. 

Bright are the heavens above her, 

Bright is the earth for me 

When her loved form I see. 

Oh speak then for me— ^ 

What yet I never have told hw^ 

Say that my arms would enfold her; 

Guarding from every ill. 

And loving her still. 

Thus speak, sweet flowers, for me. {Exit SiebeL} 

[EnUr Faust cmd MEPHiaroPHSXJSi.] 

Is it here? 

'Tis the place. 
Thou art looking around. 
For Siebel, your rival. 
My rival — ^hush I 

Hush ! here he comes t 



[SiEBBL f»-eii(«r8. J 

Siebelf {not percewing them,) 

Now my nosegay is perfect indeed. 
Meph, Indeed ? 
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[Act ir 



iSiebeL 



Meph. 



Faust 
Meph, 



Meph, 



FoLVLSt. 

Meph, 



No danger ! 

For I will warn her solemnly 

Against the stranger. 

And tell her all I hope, 

And all I oonld dare. 

Were she wronged, how my arm should ayenge her I 

Braye ayenger. Wait for me here, my dear friend I 

Since our flowers are laid out 

To tempt the pretty maiden. 

My gift I will yenture to try — 

Something, I ween, a little rarer, 

To adorn a too willing wearer 1 « 

Be thou gone? 

I obey — but will return anon. 

CAY ATINA— FAUST. 

What is it that charms me? 

And with passion true and tender warms me I 

Marguerite, thy unworthy slaye am I ! 
All hail ! liye innocent and purely 1 

Liye in thy guileless youth far, far from danger, 
Far from temptation and danger I 
Though thou art poor, what wealth could giye thee 
Such gentle fancies from all eyil free? 
In this calm shelter, in this retreat of calm felicity 1 
Ah ! kind nature, 'twas thy skilled hand, the nameless graces 
Of face and heart hath giv'n to this fair cottage maiden. 
From thee all, all were giy'n 1 
Ah ! fields and woods, and fragrant roses blooming ! 
Ah ! gentle the summer air, and star and fount ! 
Liye in thy youth, far, far from danger. 
All hail ! live thou here securely ! 
Attention I here she comes ! 
If yonder flowers this casket do outshine, 
Keyer will I trust a little more. 
Away ! I will not bring shame to her door ! 
What retreat. Doctor ? fie ! 

On the door's quiet threshold my talisman I place. 
{Laying dovon the casket) Behold ! now wait and hope ! (Exuent), 
[Enter Maroijebite.] 

1 wish I could but know who was he that addressed me ; 
If he was noble, or at least whatsis n^me is? 

SONG— "THE KING OF THULE." 

Once there was a king of Thule 

Who was until death alway faithful, 

And in memory of his loyed one 

Caused a cup of gold to be made ; 

(Stopping and speaking to herself ») 

His manner was so gentle — ^"twas true politeness I 

(Besuming the song.) 

Never treasure prized he so dearly. 

Naught she would use on festive days. 
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And alwaj when be drank from it» 

His eyes with tears would be OYerflowing ! 

Whan h» knew that death was near. 

As he lay on his cold oonehy smiling, 

Once more he raised with greatest effort 

To his lips the golden rase 1 

(Stopping and speaking to herself.) 

I knew not what to saj I my fiuse with bhishes red. 

{Resuming ike 9fmg.) 

And then in her praise and her honor; 

And when, he to honor his lady, • 

Drank from the cup the last, last tim^ 

Soon it fell fifom his trembling grasps 

And gently passed his sool away 1 

Tis bnt a lord, who has so brave a mien, 

8o tender all the while ! 

Ko moret 'tis idle dreaming; 

Bear Valentine ! may heaTen bless thee 

And bring thee home again 1 

I am left here so lonely 1 (seeing tiU flowers.) 

Ah 1 flowers left ihere> no donbt» by Biebel, poor, futhfril boy I 

Bat what is this, 

And by whom ean the casket haye been left? 

I dare not touch it I thoogh the key is laid beside it. 

What is within t will it open ? 

Why not? I may open at leasts since to look will harm no one. 

{Opens casket) 

THE BUOU 80N0— MABOUBKRV. 

Ohl heayen! what brilliant gems. 
With their magical glare deceiye my eyes I 
Can they be real? Oh, neyer in my sleep 
Bid I dream of aught so lovely. 

(Puts down ike casket, and kneels down is-adom kerse^witk the jewels.) 
If I dared for a moment 
Bttt to try these ear-rings so splendid ! 
And here by a chance at the bottom of the easket is a glass 1 
Who could resist it long^? 
Ah I when in the crystal clear my fsoe I view, 
I cannot think that this is I. 
Is it thou. Marguerite? 
Is it thou? tell me quickly ! 

(Puts on the earrings and looks at herself in the glass.) 
Ko, no ! it is not I. 
No, no! not I thus reflected. 
But a princess, I know ! 
It is not I ! it is not 1 1 

Of a king 'tis the daughter, whom each one salvteth 
When they meet her in the way. 
Could he but see me. 
How truly demoiselle. 
Now truly am I fafarf 

Ah ! a demoiselle most truly, and he could think me fair I 
3 
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[Act IT. 



Martha, 



Marg, 
Martha. 



I am a demoiselle, and he would say a fair onel 

Shall I try yet another jewel? 

Let us see the effect of the bracelet, the necklace f Ah t how fair | 

Ah! methought a cold hand rested on my shoulder I 

Ah! ah! ah! 

Enter Mabtha. 

Saints aboTe and angels ! 

How charmingly you look, my darling 1 

Where did you get your jewels from ? 

Alas ! they are not mine ; I just found them by chance I 

They are yours ! yonder jewels are yours, 

Nor meant for any other. 

Merely a gift from some noble, who humbly adores you. 

My dear old man would have given me such if he could. 

lErUer Fattbt anc{ JCxphistophelbb.] 

Meph. I speak to Madam Schwerlein, I belieye? 

Martha. You do, sir. 

Meph, The fault is yours if I am bold, you look so kind. 

( To Faust) Only see, how the jewels hare carried the day ! 

( 2b Martha.) I have news for your ear. 

Martha. What news? 

M^h. It afflicts me thus to griere you ! 

'Tis news that comes always too soon. 

Know that your tender husband is dead, 

And sends you his blessing. 

Ah ! great heaven ! 

What is this? 

Naught! 

Oh distressing news ! oh distress past ezpressingt 

Ah ! my heart, how it trembles ! 

With delight past expressing 1 

What joy to meet her eyes! 

Half afraid, half caressing. 

Know that your tender husband 

Is dead and sends his blessing. 

My husband has sent nothing more? 

No! blessings are cheap 

And, lest you die of your grief, 

Seek for another, richer 

And with heart more tender. 
FatMi, (to Marg.) Why lay these jewels by? 
Marg. They are far too grand for me. 

A queen might properly wear them ! 
Meph. (to Martha.) Happy will be the man 

Whom you choose for your next. 

I trust he will be worthy. 
Martha. You sigh 1 For why ? 
Meph. I sigh because of my misfortunes. 

Faust. Lean on my arm for a while. 

Marg. I pray you, I pray you, forgive me. 

Meph. Honor me 1 



Martha. 

Marg. 

Meph, 

Martha. 

Marg, 

Faust. 

Meph. 

Martha, 
Meph. 
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Martha. How sweet a smile 1 

JfepA. {<iside.) This good neighbor hopes to steal me* 
Yes ! she hopes to steal me 1 
Pray you, sir, forgiye me ! 
Pray you, not leare me I 
Pray you, forgire me! 
And so ! you never take a rest ! 
Never do. Hard on a man like me, so steady 1 
Not a friend ! not a home I not a lady ! 
Ah I 

That in youth, perhaps, may be best I 
But there's naught more doleful in nature 
Than is an old unmarried creature ! 
Such a creature, old and alone, 
I confess, has^ften made me shiver. 
You may escape the chance for ever 1 
And should be before yon*tum to stone ! 

Ihust {to Mdrg.) But why are you lonely ? 



Marg, 

Martha. 

JFatutt 

Martha. 

Meph. 



Martha, 



Meph. 



Martha. 



Marg. 



FauBi, 



Marg. 



Martha, 



My mother is gone ; 

At the war is my brother : 

One dear little sister I had-, 

But the darling, too, is dead ! 

The angel I The angel ! 

lioved me, and loved me only! 

I waited on her night and dayl 

How I worked for her ! oh I so dearly 1 

But those to whom we cling most nearly 

Are the first to be called away t 

8ure as ever morning came, 

Came her call, and I mast be there ! 

Since she could speak sh^called me mother* 

Oh ! my bird ! ne'er for another 

Half so truly my heart will care ! 

If a second angel, made by heaven, 

Gonld so pure, could so perfect be. 

She was an angel I an angel. 

Sister to thee. 

No ! no ! do not leave me ! 

Wherefore should you fear? 

Heaven 1 strike me down if I deceive you I 

For why should you fear me? 

You laugh at me ! 

Ah 1 my lord, I fear 

Words like yours to hear f 

While they murmur near 

I must, alas I forgive you ! 

I pray you to leave me I 

Yes I I must not hear them. 

Should they yet deceive me ! 

Sir I you do not hear \ 

And your quiet sneer 

Is put on to grieve me 1 

Sir, you do not hear ! 



ao 



FAUST. 



[Act II. 



Jtf<$pA. 



Oh that sneer, that sneer 
Is put on to grlere me I 
You go like another ! 
After haying spoken, 
Leaying one alone. 
Why should you begone. 
To leave me? 

Bo not be severe 1 

The time is near when I must leave yoo. 

Bo not be severe ! 

If I go and travel, 

Does that mean that I deceive you ? 

If I travel on, does that deceive you? 

O night ! draw around them thy curtail ! 

Iiet naught 'waken alarm, 

Or misgiving sever ! 

Yet, flowers, and the enchanting charm. 

With your odor so dreamy. 

Her senses bewilder 1 

Till she know not whether she be not already in heaveii. 



Duett— Faubt and Mabqx7XBITX« 

Marg. The hour is late ! Farewell I 

DauaL Oh ! never leave me now, I pray thee I 

Why not enjoy this lovely night a little longer? 

Let me gaze on the f>rm before me I 

While from yonder ether blue 

Look how the star of eve 

Bright and tender lingers o'er me I 

To love thy beauty, too. 

Marg» Oh ! how strange, like a spell, 

Boes the evening bind me ! 
And a deep languid charm 
J feel without alarm. 
With its melody enwind me. 
And all my heart subdue I {oiide,) 
Iiet me now try my fortune I 

Fauat What is this? ^ 

Marg, {taking the leaveafrom a flower.) Only a play 1 
Let me, let me but try. 

Faust, What is her fancy? 

Marg, He loves me — he loves me net I 

He loves me ! 

Faust, {to her,) Ah ! 'tis no betraying ! 

The flower has told tiiee true ! 

Repeat the words anew 

That nature's herald brings thee ! 

He loves thee! 

In that spell defy what fate can do— 

In love no mortal power 

Faithful heart can sever I 
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Whatever the weal or woe. 

We will be faithful for everl 

For ever! for ever! 
Faust, O tender moon, O starry heaven I 

Silent above thee. 

Where the angels are enthroned. 

Hear me swear how dearly do I love thee! 
Jkfarg. Yet once again, beloved one. 

Let me hear thee ! 

It is bat life to be near thee I 

Thine own, and thine alone 1 

Yet once again 

Ah ! loved one, I am thine own, 

I am thine own, and thuM alone I 
IhtuL Marguerite ! 

Marg, Ah! begone. 

FaugL Unkind one 1 

Marg, I fiidter I 

FatuL To bid me thus begone ! 

Maty, Ah! b^onel 

Ah ! I dare not hear! 

Ah ! how I falter I I faint with fear ! 

Pity, and spare the heart of -one so lonely. 
Ihuit O dear one, let me remain and cheer thee ! 

Nor drive me hence with brow severe I 

Marguerite, I implore thee ! 

The one I love, the only one, I implore thee I 

If, indeed, you love me? 

Marguerite! 

By that tender vow 

That we have sworn, by that secret torn from m^ 

I entreat you only in mercy to begone ! 

fair and tender child. 

Angel, 80 holy, thou shall control me. 
Be passion ever so wild t * 

1 obey, but at mom ? 
Marg. Yes, at mom ! very early 

At mom, all day ! 
Faiigt. One word at parting! 

The one, one word of heaven say — 
Thou lov'st me I 



2Idrg» 
Faust 
Marg. 



Fausl. 



[Marouerite hastens Untxards the pcufiUon, then stops short M the tkreskhokt and 

wafts a kiss to Faust.] 



Marg, 


I love thee ! 


FausL 


Were it already mom! 




Ah ! now away. 


Meph, 


Why, you dreamer! 


Faust. 


Thou hast overheard? 


Meph, 


Well, I have. 




Your parting with its modest word. 




Go back, on the spot, to your school again I 
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[Act in. 



Faust, Let me pass I 

Meph. Not a step, you shall stay and overhear again 

That which she telleth to Charles's wain ; 

'You dreamer I {Marff, opena the window.) I know ! 

Look I there she opens the window. 
Ifarg. He loves me ! he lores me ! 

Repeat it again, bird, that callest I 

Soft wind, that fallest I 

When the light of evening dieth, 

Bear a part in the strain. 

He loves me ! Ah ! our world is glorioos. 

And more than heaven above ! 

The air is balmy 

With the very breath of love! 

How the boughs embrace and murmur ! 

At morn 1 At mom ! 

Ah I speed, thou night, away^ 

He will return ! Come ! 
Fhust Marguerite ! 

Marg. Ah ! 

M^ Therel Ha, ha, ha! Ha! ha! 

TAHLKAU AlfD CuBTAnr. 



Act the Thibd. 
SCENE THE FIEST. 

GrAKD flciUABE. 
[Frocession afSoldiera cmd CSIuEeftt— Vaubntiks and Sibbel fneet,'] 

GBAin> Chobus. 

Fold the flag, my brother^. 
Lay by the spear ! 

We come from the battle once more ; 
Our pale, praying mothers. 

Our wives and sisters dear, 
Our loss need not deplore. 
Valentine, Ah ! by Mars I Is that Siebel ? 
SiebeL Yes, 'tis I, but — 

Val. Come here, boy! 

Come, be not shy ! 

Where' is Marguerite ? 
8iebeL I think in the church hard by. 

Val. Praying, I know full well — 

Praying to heaven for me ! 

My own sister, how she "vi^ill lend 

A rapt and ready ear 

To the tale I have to tell ! 
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Chorus. Yes I 'tis a joy for men yictorioas, 

To the children by the fire, trembling in our arms. 

To old age of old time glorious, 

To talk of war's alarms, 

Glory and love to the men of old ; 

Their sons may copy their virtues bold; 

Courage in heart and sword in hand, 

Beady to fight or ready to die for Fatheriand ! 

Who needs bidding to dare by a trumpet blown ? 

Who lacks pity to spare when the field is won? 

Who could fly from a foe, if alone or last. 

And boast he was true?— coward might do when peril is past. 

Now to home again ! 

We come, the long and fiery strife of battle over; 

Best is pleasant, and after toil 

As hard as ours beneath a stranger sun. 

Many a maiden fair is waiting 

Here to greet her truant soldier-lover ! 

And many a heart will fail and brow grow pale to hear — 

To hear the tale of cruel peril he has run. 

We are at home ! we are at home ! {All exueni joyously.) 

[Enter Mephtstophxles and Faust.] 

Mepk. {throwing hack his mantle and accompanying himself on the guitar.) 

Thou who here are soundly sleeping ; 

Close not thus thy heart ! 

Caterina ! wake thee I wake thee ! 

Caterina ! wake ! 'tis thy lover near ! 

Hearken to my love-lorn pleading j 

Let thy heart be interceding. 

Awake, love, and hear ! 

Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha ! 

I>on't come down untily^my dear. 

The nuptial ring appear 

On thy finger sparkling clearly— 

The wedding-ring — the ring shineth clear. 
Ihustf {spoken.) Cease thy hellish lay ! 
Mej^. Caterina! cruel, cruel! 

Cruel to deny to him who loves thee — 

For thee doth mourn and sigh — 

A single kiss from thy rosy lips. 

Thus to slight a faithful lover. 

Who so long hath been a rover. 

Too bad, I declare ! 

Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha ! 

Not a single kiss, my dear. 

Unless the ring appear I 

Ha, ha, ha, ha ! 

The Duel — Tbio. 

Enter YAi^mtTisiifrom the house, 
Valenfine, What is your wUl with me? 
Meph. With you, my captain splendid ? 

My humble serenade was not for you intended. 
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[Act TII, 



Vol, ' You mean it was my sitter I 

You meant by yoar jeer. 
Faust, His sister ! ( Val. breaks MepKs guitar,) 

2iepk, Is there something that bites you? 

Or perchance no music delights yon. 
Vol, Enough of insult ! Beply ! 

By which of you two ehall I be requited 

For name defiled, for laurel blighted? 

Which of you two shall fall beneath my sword? 
Meph. Will you be mad ? Come on, my pupil, {Fanai draws his sw<nxL.) 

And take him at his word I 
Faust His eye, so stem and dark with blood. 

With fatal might enthralls me I* 

Is not a brother^ Tengeance just. 

If death befalls me? 
Val* Thou who rulest right, 

Thou knowest the yoiee that calls me, 

My sword shall find his heart 'outright 

If death befiidls me ! 
JtfepA. Such an eye, dark with blood, 

Enkindles, not appals me; 

For I smile, since in his ire 

I see good luck befalls me ! 

Lean against me, my friend, 

Be not eager to fight ! lean on me I 

He shall haye it. 



[Faust and YAi,mrri]SiB fight— they fnake/our thrusts.'] 

( Valentine falls,) 

So, captain, lie you there. 

On your last bed of glory ! 

And now come away 1 eome ftway t (SxuaU Fsntst and Meph.) 

[Choritb wUhout."] 

Chorus, This way, this way was the noise I 
In the street they were fighting, 
And one is on the ground, 
Oyer there in the shade. 



Val, 



[Mabtha smd CinZEiffB enterJ] 

But he is not yet dead ! 

He is trying to rise ! 

Come to his aid 1 

Support him, raise his head I 

Too late! too late! 

There's no need, good friends, to bewail me t 

Too often have I looked on death to be afraid. 

Now that he is near. 



Marg. 



[Enter Mabgueritb at hack} 
Valentine! Valentine! 



Hgbnb IL] 
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Vol. 

Jfarg, 
VaL 



Chorus, 

Siebel. 

Marg. 

Siebel. 

Chorus. 

Val 



Chorus. 



Val. 



Marguerite, my sister, 

What brings thee here? Begone I 

Mercy I 

Thy shame hath slain me ! 

Her fine betrayer's sword 

Hath sent her brother home I 

Her betrayer I 

Pardon ! 

Oh torture (sruel 1 my doom is come I 

Pray hare mercy I 

Her shame hath slaia him I 

Her shame hath sent her brother home I 

Hear my last words ! 

Marguerite, when fate strikes the6 down, 

Must thou, afl I, be ready : 

No use is it to struggle or pray 

When the call from on hig^h bids us to come away* 

Live, live meanwhile, 

Enjoy thy guilty splendor. 

Wear a rich robe thy white limbs to enfold. 

Cover with rings thy hand so soft and tender I 

Laugh at the feast with other women bold ! . 

Go, and talk of thy mother, 

Who did love thee so well, 

And thy wild soldier brother* 

Live, and grow old! 

And remember for thy shame how he fell 1 

Let heaven rejectthee I and earth be thy hell 1 

I>o not curse when thou liest 

In the hand of heaven ; 

Make thy peace ere thou diest. 

Forgive her, if thou wouldsi thyself be forgiv'n 1 

Marguerite, let me curse thee! 

On thy death-bed thou too must lie ! 

Ah I thy hand hath slain me I 

Like a soldier 1 die. ( Valentine dies.) 

[SiEBBiiy Martha and Ghobus.] 

Heaven give him rest ! 

And forgive her the sins she hath done. 



SCENE THE SECOND. 



Marg. 



The Church. 

{Mabouerite discofoered kneeling at a fowl.'] 

Thou, who on thy throne 
Giv'st an ear for repentance ! 
Here, before thy feet, let me pray. 



86 FAUST. [Act III. 

3feph, No 1 Thou shalt pray no more I 

Let her know, ere she prayeth^ 

Demons of ill, what is in store. 
Chorus of demons. Marguerite I 
Marg, Who calls me? 

Chorus, Marguerite ! 
Marg, I falter — afraid ! 

Oh I save me from myself I 

Has even now the hour of torture begun? 

[The tomb opens and diseovers Mephistopheles, who bends over to Maroite- 

rite's ear,} 

Meph, Recollect the old time, when the angels, caressing, 

Did teach thee to pray. 

Becollect how thou comest to ask for a blessing 

At the dawn of the day I 

When thy feet did fall bacl^, and thy breath it did falter 

As though to ask for aid ; 

Becollect thou wast then of the rite and the altar, 

In thine innocence, afraid I 

And now be glad and hear I 

Thy playmates do claim thee. 

From below, to their home 1 

The wonn to welcome thee, 

The fire to warm thee. 

Wait but till thou shalt come! 
Marg, Ah I what sound in the gloom 

Is beneath me, around me? 

Angels of wrath 1 is this your sentence of cruel doom ? 

Choral by the vmrshipers in Church, 

When the book shall be UBsealed, 

When the future be revealed. 

What. frail mortal shall not yield? 
Marg, And I, the frailest of the frail. 

Have most need of your forgiveness ! 
Meph. No I Let them pray, let them weep ! 

But thy sin is deep, too deep, 

To hope forgiveness! 

No! no! 
Choral. Where shall human sinner be. 

How lie hid in earth and sea, 

To escape, escape eternity? 
Marg. Ah 1 the hymn is around and above me, 

It bindeth a cord 'round my brow ! 
Meph. Farewell! thy friends who love jthee! 

And thy guardians above thee ! 

The past is done ! The payment nowl 
Marg. Thou ! on Thy throne, who dost hear me 

By the side of my grave, 

Let a tear of mercy fall near me. 

To pity and save ! 



Scene I.] 
Chorus, 



Marg, 



FAUST. 

Thou on Th^r throne, who dost hear us 
That go down to the graye^ 
Let th^r mercy be near ub, 
To pity and sare. 

Marguerite I 'Tis for ever I 

Mine art thou I 

Ah ! {Mephxstopheles disappeara.) 



27 



Tableau. — End op Act. 



Act the Fourth. 



THE PRISON SCENE. 



[Mabgverite diseovei^ed on the ground adeep, — Bnter Faxjst and Mephisto- 

TBXUsa (U'the pri8on door."] . 



Fausty {to Meph,) Begone ! 



M^h, 



Faust. 
Meph. 



Faust, 



Marg, 



The day is dawning, 

The scaffold has been set ; 

Compel, without delay, 

Thy beloved one to follow thee I 

The maiden sleeps — the keys are here ! 

On but thyself it depends to save her. 

Begone ! 

Be swifb I I shall wait at the door. {Exit Meph,) 

Duet — Marguerite and Faust. 

My heart is torn with grief and repentance 1 

Oh what anguish ! worm that will not die! 

O fire ! no art can stay ! 

She lies there, at my feet, 

The young and lovely being. 

Imprisoned here because of me ! 

As if herself, not I, were guilty 1 

No wonder that her fright hath reason taken away. 

Our little child, heaven I was slain by her 

In sudden madness I 

Marguerite, Marguerite I {Marg. awakes and rises,) 

Ah t do I hear thee once again, 
The darling song of time gone by ; 
That was not the cry of thQ demons 
Rejoicing in my ruin ! 
'Tis his own voice I hear I 
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FauaL Marguerite 1 

Marg. His hand is here to save met 

It is he I it is he I I am freel 
For mine own faithful love is heral 
Ah I I loTe thee onl^r I 
' Love thee, love thee only ; 

}^or shame on the eoaffold 
Can make my heart afraid 1 
Since thou cam'st to find me, 
No tears shall blind me! 
Take me up to heayen, 
To heaven by thy aid I 

lUiist. Yes, I love thee only, 

Let who will goad me on. 
Or mock me or upbraid ! 
Thy look doth appall me. 
Thy truth doth recall me I ' 
Earth will grow as heaven. 
By thy beauty made ! 

Marg, 'Tis thou 1 the token flower 

Said only true ! 
Rapture is returning, 
Joy and hope and morning 
Are once more set free ! 
Let all hate and spurn me. 
Contempt cannot harm me I 
Tm proud, not dismayed — 
Let the whole world scorn me, 
I am safe with t&ee ! 

Faust Yes! safe, safe with met 

Marg, Ah ! I love thee only. 

FausU Yes, I love thee only ! 

Marg, {her mind wandering.) Not yet ! This is the fair 
' Where I was seen by you. 

In happy days gone hj — 

The day your eye did not dare 

To meet my eye I 
** High-born and lovely maid, 

Forgive my humble duty I 

Let me, your willing slave, 

Attend you home to-day." 
"No, my lord, not a lady am I, 

Nor yet a beauty — not a lady, not a beauty ^ 

And do not need an arm 

To help me on my way I" 

Faust, Gome away, away, if thou lov'st me ! 

Marg, How my garden is fresh and fair, 

Every hour is incense breathing. 
And through the still evening air 
A cloud of dew with perfume wreathing. 
Hark ! how the nightingale above 



Scene L] 
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Fauat 



Meph, 



Marg, 



Mepk, 



Marg. 
Fau%U 
Marg. 
Fdu9t. 
Marg. 



Faust, 

Marg, 
Fmti. 
Meph, 

Marg, 

Faust, 



Meplu 



Faust 
iiarg, 
Faust, 



To every glowing crimscm rose 
Fondly murmurs thy love I 

Yes, but come, they shall not harm thee« 

[EfUer Mephistopheles^-Tbip akd Finale.] 

Then leave her ! then leave her ! 
Or remain to your shame. 
If it please you to stay. 
Mine is no more the game I 

Who is there ? who is there ? 

Dost thou see there in the shadow* 

With an eye like a coal of fire, 

What does he here? — he, who forbade me to pray ! 

Let us go, ere with dawn 

Doth justice come on, 

Hark 1 the horses are panting in the courtyard below. 

To bear us away ! 

Come, ere it is day. 

Or stay and behold her undone I • 

Away, thou fiend, away ! 

Ck)me. 

Away, for I will pray ! 

Come, mine own, ere 'tis too late to save thee. 

Holy angel ! in heaven blest. 

My spirit longs with thee to rest I 

Great heaven ! pardon grant, I implore thee. 

For soon sl^ll I appear before thee ! 

Come with me, I command 1 
Follow me ! 

Oh save me, ere I perish for ever I 

< \)ine with me I 

Let us leave her I 
Come, or be lost ! Come, or be lost ! 
For the day is near I 

To my despair give ear, I pray thee, 
Holy angel I in heaven bleat, - 
My spirit longs with thee to rest t 

Come, come, wilt thou not hear? 

Come lean on my breast I 

The early dawn is gray ! 

Come, oh come; I'm here to save thee. 

Come away, come away ! the dawn is gray ! 
Come, ere they claim thee; * 
Come away, the dawn is gray I 
If the girl be not possest — 

Marguerite I 

But why such an air of despair? 

Marguerite I 



30 FAUST. [Act IV. 

Marg, But why thy hand oorered with blood ? 

Go ! I'm not thy prey. 

Pavat, Ah ! 

Meph. It may be ! 

Chorus of angela. Ko 1 not bo 1 

All who have sinned here 
May here repent the sin 
By their holy liTing. 
Let earth be severe I 
Let earth be severe I Heaven is forgiving ! 

Tableau and Curtais. 
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